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N/A 


Morning. It must have been, as the light coming in through the window was hurting my eyes. Blinking, | went to 
roll out of bed and hit the floor with a thud. 


Funny, | thought. | didn't recall my bed being so high off the ground. From my closet came muffled laughter. | 
ran over and threw open the door. There in my closet, holding his gut, was my male room mate and best 
friend, Jesse. 

"Real funny, ha, ha, ha", | said dryly. "Get outta my room" Jesse leapt up and ran down the hall. 


"By the way, Dave and David called They're coming over later." 


| showered, dressed and made myself some breakfast. The eggs needed some salt, so | got the shaker and 


shook a little on Damn if the first bite didn't taste sweet. Actually, it tasted a little too sweet for salt. 


Laughter came from the doorway. That bastard! This was not going to be a good day after all. | could just see 
it getting worse. ‘This is not your day, girl, | told myself. 


The water was running through the pipes, and | could tell he was taking a shower. This was my chance for 
some payback. Quietly, | slid along the wall down the hall to the bathroom. | thought | heard a noise in the 
kitchen behind me, but it was probably the dog eating her food. 


| was outside the bathroom door, and | could hear him in the shower. | couldn't remember if I'd ever heard 
him singing in the shower before or not, but the singing was pretty good. It was now or never. | flushed the 
toilet. 


A loud yell of surprise came from behind the shower curtain and | ran for the kitchen. But what greeted me 
there made me slam to a halt, eyes wide in surprise. 


"Hey there, Josie. What's the hurry?", Jesse and David Ellefsen greeted me with huge grins. My mouth dropped 


open. "Wait just minutelf you're here..then who did |..?" From behind me came a familiar voice. 


"Me..." | spun around to face Dave Mustaine, wet haired with a towel wrapped around his waist. He glared past 


me at Jesse and David. "This isn't over", he said. 


He stalked off down the hall motioning to me to follow him. We went in my room where his clothes were put 


by 
Jesse and locked the door. "Let me guess. You want to get back at them as badly as | do", | asked. 


Dave smiled wickedly. "Oh, you know it." | sighed and looked at the ceiling while he paced the room. "I've been 
living with the pranks for over a year now and l'm so sick of it. l'm almost tempted to move out and get a 


room-mateless place." 


"So, what do you think we should do about them. Junior was in on it, that's obvious. So he should get payback 
too", Dave said. | glanced at Dave, still clad in only the towel. The way he looked was giving me some less than 


ladyli ke ideas. 


As if he knew what | was thinking, Dave came over and sat down on the bed next to me. "Let's think about 


how to get them back while we're doing something else.." he said. 


In the kitchen, David was drinking a cup of coffee and reliving the prank he and Jesse had played on Dave and |. 


In my bedroom, things were moving along quite nicely. 


Clothes all over the floor, Dave and | were like wild animals. Purposely exaggerating the volume of our moans 
and grunts, we tore the sheets off the bed and rolled onto the floor with them. Thrusting deeply, Dave snarled 
and smiled at me. Underneath him on the floor, | grinned back. This wasn't just a form of payback, it was a lot 
more. Jesse, we both knew, had a massive crush on me. But | liked Dave ‚and Dave was clearly returning the 


feeling. 


"You have no idea how long I've wanted to do this", Dave grunted. He felt so good inside me, and | was 


going to come so hard. | could feel myself wanting to, and so could Dave. "Hold back a bit longer, | want to 


really feel you come", he whispered in my ear. 
"Oh my God, that feels so goodl", | cried out. 
In the kitchen, Jesse and David heard the noises. 


"They're goofing around. | know they are", David laughed. Jesse was starting to look worried. "I don't know, 


Junior. That sounded like Josie wasn't faking it." 

He looked at the floor and grumbled. "I should know. I've heard her before." 

They both walked cautiously down the hall toward my room. Inching my door open a crack, David peered in 

| was on top of Dave, riding him as if | were riding a magnificant stallion along a windswept beach. Dave held 
onto my hips and kept up his rhythm, his long red hair over the pillow and about his shoulders. 

He looked as if he were in heaven and loving every minute of it. Hearing them outside the door, Dave glanced 
over at them, a triumphant smile on his face. | didn't have to look to know Jesse saw us. Revenge was sweeter 


than we'd ever planned. 


Giving a snarling smile of my own, | flipped Jesse the middle finger. They shut the door, and we heard them 
walking back into the kitchen 


‘Something tells me they're really mad at us", Jesse laughed. David looked right at him. "She wasn't your girl, 
she never was. You do know that, right?" Jesse nodded. 


David went on. "No, | don't think you do. You spend your whole time playing tricks on her, so what do you 
expect? You think she's going to love you for it?" 


Jesse muttered, "I was gonna tell her | liked her..." 


David cut him off. "Yeah right, | can just see it now: | like you, but | enjoy making your life miserable." He now 


glared at Jesse. "Why didn't you quit bugging her when you had the chance? You drove her right to him." 
Jesse sat silent. 


| packed up my things and moved out the following week. It felt good to have my own place, where nobody 
bugged me. And a certain redhaired guy could stop by and see me. 


Life was finally good. Jesse kept sending notes he had David Ellefsen deliver, but | never wrote back. Jesse had 


been the proverbial ‘roommate from hell! and | was glad to be gone. 


Dave Mustaine stopped by often. Sometimes we slept together. And sometimes we just hung out, drank beer 
and watched TV. After a while Jesse gave up. 


If only he'd never played pranks on me.. 
He wouldn't have lost my friendship, but he'd still never have gained my love. He wasn't my type. 


End. 


